the note reached Michel Madame de Laignes would
already have changed the order of her calls, or omitted
one altogether, or decided to accompany Catherine
after having said she could go out by herself: thuss
at the moment when they should have been meeting,
Catherine, at the other side of Paris, would be raging
at her helplessness and imagining Michel's feelings,
her own grief sharpened by the thought of his anxiety
and disappointment.
He would be early at the agreed meeting-place, and,
not knowing whether Catherine would be alone or
with her mother, and always afraid of blundering,
would take up a position some way off. Then he would
move nearer, walk up and down a little, slowing down
as he walked away from the street by which he expected
her to appear, so that when he turned about there
would be more chance of her being there. Sometimes
he would think he had seen her: that was her figure,
that was the colour of her hat, her dress. His heart
would leap dizzily. But it was not her after all: and
his joy would evaporate, only to yield to new hope.
He would start his pacing up and down again, peering
through shop-windows at the clocks within, whose
hands were never agreed, but who all agreed, no
matter what time they made it, in creeping inexorably
on. The time they might have had together was so
short in any case, and feverishly he watched his chance
of happiness moment by moment dwindling. Worst
of all, perhaps, was the uncertainty as to whether
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